More 


Author: lyndysambora 


Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 26 2020 11:36:21 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 


Hey! Its super short, but | wanted to get a bit of it revised and in while the linky was still live, so | made it a 
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Axl wanted more. 


The realization rolled up into his body like smoke, thick and suffocating, but still ethereal. If he allowed his mind 
to float above it for another moment or two, it would dissipate, he knew this, even if he didn't allow himself to 


fully touch what it was his body was telling him. 
Izzy felt it though. 


"What's going on?" he asked, the barest hint of amusement belying his poker face. 


"Nothing," Axl said. 


Izzy slid his hand down Axl's hip, pulling him closer. Despite the growing disquiet in his head, Axl parted his 
knees just enough to allow Izzy's thigh between his own 


They lay fully clothed on Axl's bed, tangled up from the hurried kissing, and from the sheer exhaustion of the 
night's show. They were usually fully clothed, but not always. 


"You're sober," Izzy pointed out. 
"| know." 


Its not a big deal," Izzy said, dipping his face into the crevice of Axl's shoulder to kiss the curve of neck 
there. 


"It is to me," Axl said, feeling the other man's hand, still on his hip, now pulling him harder toward himself, 


urging him to mount him. 

The ache in his groin deepened, and he followed it, straddled the other man's hips. 

"| wanna do so much to you," Izzy breathed. 

"Fuck off" 

| can't help it. | think about that night you let me finger you all the time.” 

A jolt of electric passed through Axl's body. "That's why | don't drink tequila anymore..." 

‘It was so great, though. Seemed like you liked it” 

"Stop." 

He felt Izzy's fingertips grazing up and down the length of his lower spine, beneath his shirt, and he shivered. 
‘Its not a big deal," Izzy whispered. 


And though Axl resisted it with every cell in him, his mind sank into that creeping knowledge like some stupid 


animal in quicksand: he wanted more. 


Even without the persuasion of cheap tequila in large quantities. 
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Axl dipped his face down and pressed his mouth to Izzy's, curled his tongue around Izzy's tongue. He could feel 


the other man's lips stretching into a smile beneath his own. 

"What do you want?" Izzy murmured into the non-space between their mouths. 

"Fuck, | don't know--" 

"I bet you do," Izzy said, grasping Axl's hips and pulling him down tight. 

Axl pushed his tongue deeper into the cavity of the other man's mouth, searched the depths of it and the 
slick curves of the tongue returning his curiosity. He knew that Izzy knew he always used it as a way to buy 
time, so he wouldn't have to speak, but they both loved it, and Izzy's cock was so hard now, pressed against 


Axl's hip. 


When the inevitable demand for air fell on both of them, they finally parted their mouths, and Izzy, of course, 


spoke again 

"What do you want, darling? | can give it to you." 

Axl grunted and turned his face away. He felt his lips stiffening, his jaw tightening up with anxiety. 
‘It's just you and me here," Izzy whispered. "We can do whatever you want. Whatever you need." 
"Jesus, lz." 


"Lay down, pretend like you're drunk if you want. Pretend like you drank a gallon of tequila again. You won't 


remember it in the morning if you don't want to. Neither will |." 


It was the dumbest thing Axl had ever heard in his life, and yet a ripple of electricity was suddenly coursing 
through his body, lighting up his chest where his heart was slamming dangerously against his ribs. 


He meant to explain to Izzy why it was the dumbest thing he'd ever heard, but fuck the electricity in his 
chest was taking his breath, and Izzy was now brushing the dangling hair back from Axl's face, tucking it 
behind his ear, and Axl said, 


"Okay." 

Izzy seemed slightly surprised, but the most perfect relief washed over him at the same time, and it had to 
be the prettiest he had ever looked to Axl. In that moment, Axl would have surrendered anything to him. 
Drunk or sober. 

He climbed off of the other man and laid beside him, shivering and trying not to. Izzy was sliding in above him 
almost instantaneously, kissing his neck again, moving a hand up under Axl's shirt all the way to his chest. Axl 
felt his heart crashing against his best friend's cool palm, his chest rising and falling manically with his breath 
beneath it. 

"I just wanna touch your body. Is that okay?" Izzy said between little kisses. 

"Okay," Axl said, unsure what the request even meant. Wasn't that what they were already doing? 

But Izzy was grazing that hand around, the one on Axl's chest, seeking out first the lines of his ribs, and then 
his left nipple, and suddenly Axl's breath caught in his lungs, unable to expel. The other man's fingertips were 
gentle, squeezing and stroking, but Axl couldn't breathe. 


"|2- " 


"Relax," Izzy said, quiet and decisive, and Axl obeyed as best he could. A shuddering continued deep in his body, 


a vibration of sorts, but he remained outwardly still 

"Your body fascinates me," Izzy continued. He was seeking out the other nipple now, rubbing it with calloused 
fingertips. "You're so antsy all the time. Your body is just.. It's like a furnace that never shuts down. Just.." He 
rolled Axis nipple slowly as he spoke, "constantly burning inside.” 

"God," Axl said, "shut up." 

Izzy chuckled. "Why?" 

"Because | can't handle it" 

"You're drunk, remember? Or asleep." 


"Fuck—" 


Izzy withdrew his hand from the man's shirt and put a finger to his lips. "l think," he said quietly, "you should 


let me praise you if | want to. If | wanna tell you you're beautiful, it's your job to shut up and listen, okay?" 


His finger was still pressed hard into Axl's lips, so Axl remained silent; just nodded his head in response. 


Smiling, Izzy said, "That's right. Now. Let's get you naked so Izzy can go to church and worship." 


